TRANSFIGURATION

I sat down, with the feeling that my arrival had put an
end to their inconstraint. A deadly silence now brooded
over the table. I did not dare to raise my eyes from, the
red check tablecloth, on which salt and pepper had
been freely spilled; but I realized that they must all be
eyeing me stealthily, and it occurred to me (too late!)
that my appearance was quite out of keeping with a
beer garden of this character, My smartly-cut suit, my
tall hat, the pearl pin in my dove-grey necktie, the
general odour of luxury I exhaled, had sufficed to dig be-
tween me and my table-companions a chasm across
which they glared at me with confusion and hostility.
The silence of the five made it ever more impossible for
me to raise my eyes. Shame forbade my leaving the
place I had taken, so I sat there despairingly counting
and recounting the checks on the tablecloth. Great was
my relief when the waiter brought me my beer in a
thick and heavy glass. At length I could move, and as I
drank I could look at my companions furtively. Yes,
I was the centre of all their eyes; and their expression,
though not one of positive hatred, betrayed immeasur-
able estrangement. They knew me for an interloper
into their dull world. With the instinct of their class they
felt that I was in search of something which did not
belong to my own surroundings. Not from love, not
from longing, not from simple pleasure in waltzes or in
beer, not in search of the placid enjoyments of the day of
rest, could I have come to this resort. They felt that
I must have been impelled by some desire beyond the
range of their understanding, and they mistrusted me, as
the youngster had mistrusted my offer to pay for his
ride on the roundabout, as the thousand nameless
frequenters of this place of merry-making mistrusted my
unfamiliar appearance, manners, and mode of speech.
Yet I felt sure that could I only happen upon a cordial,
straightforward, and genuinely human way of opening